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THE GHOST OF ME - FIFTEEN-MINUTE RADIO DRAMA.
Written by
Judith Walton


CHARACTERS:
ELIZABETH - narrator / V.O. (32)
ELIZABETH – adult (32)
YOUNG ELIZABETH (12)
JANE – adult older sister (argumentative) (38)
MARY – adult younger sister (softly spoken) (30)
YOUNG MARY (10)
MALE TEENAGER – memory 
MOTHER – memory
FATHER – memory
FUNERAL GUESTS x 3






SCENE 1. EXT STREET.
SFX: TRAFFIC SOUNDS, RAIN FALLING.
1. ELIZABETH: (V.O.) I see my ghost walk these streets in the rain. Her hair sticks to her forehead, while her socks slide down to her ankles. The cold stings her legs.
SFX: RAIN
         Yes, I see my ghost. She looks young, carefree. I’d like to think she’s free now. Free to laugh as she jumps in the puddles. Free to go home to a warm bowl of chicken soup and crusty bread. I like that version, I would have liked that version rather than the —
2. MALE TEENAGER: (SHOUTING) Hey freak, lit any fires lately? 













SCENE 2. INT TEAROOM.
SFX: BACKGROUND NOISES OF MUFFLED CHATTERING AND LAUGHTER, CLINKING CUPS AND CUTLERY, CHAIRS SCRAPING ON WOODEN FLOOR.
1. JANE: Well? (ABRUPT) Is that okay with you?
2. ELIZABETH: (SNAPS BACK TO PRESENT) Sorry? What?
3. JANE: (IRRITATED SIGH) Christ’s sake, Beth. The flowers. Have you sorted them or not?
4. ELIZABETH: Yes. Yeah, I said I would.
5. ELIZABETH: (V.O.) My mother’s funeral. That’s the only reason I’m here, sitting in The Olde Tearoom talking about flowers, sandwiches, and bloody hymns with my sisters, avoiding the past that hangs between us. They haven’t changed; well, they’re older, we all are, I guess. But Jane, always snarling like an angry chihuahua, and Mary, quiet little ‘butter wouldn’t melt’ Mary, still bearing the scars under an ill-fitting wig. 
6. ELIZABETH: I ordered the pink roses and freesias, that’s what you said, isn’t it? 
7. MARY: (SOFTLY) She liked freesias. 
8. ELIZABETH: Yeah, I remember. (PICKS UP CUP AND TAKES A DRINK.)
9. ELIZABETH: (V.O.) I remember picking her some for Mother’s Day, God, years ago, I must’ve been eleven. I even drew her a card that said, ‘Best Mum in the World. (BEAT) I wonder if she kept it.
10. JANE: (ARGUMENTATIVE) There’s no need for attitude; I just wanted you to get what mum would’ve wanted.
11. MARY: (SOFTLY) Can we not argue, please? (SNIFFS) Not now. 
1. ELIZABETH: I’m not here to argue. This is just as hard for me, you know. (HEAVILY PUTS CUP DOWN. SIGHS DEEPLY) Look, I want to stay at the house tonight, go through some old photos and stuff; maybe take a couple back with me. Have you got a key?
2. JANE: Really? (BITTER) You clear off, don’t even come to see her after the stroke, and now (SHORT LAUGH) now you want a bloody memento.
3. ELIZABETH: You know damn well it wasn’t by choice.
SFX: BACKGROUND TEA ROOM, SOUND OF A KEY BEING TAKEN OFF A KEYCHAIN.
4. JANE: Here. Don’t lose it.
SFX: KEY BEING PUSHED ACROSS THE TABLE.
5. ELIZABETH: Thanks. Guess I’ll see you at the crem tomorrow then.
SFX: CHAIR BEING PUSHED BACK, FOOTSTEPS, TEAROOM DOOR CLOSING. FADE.












SCENE 3.
SFX: FOOTSTEPS ON PAVEMENT - PASSING TRAFFIC.
1. Elizabeth: (V.O.) The air outside feels so damn good after that. My sisters, (HEAVY SIGH) we’re nothing more than strangers now, bound together by blood and grief. Thing is, my grief’s long gone; numbed over time. Maybe I should grieve for the ghost who still walks beside me, along this road that we’ve walked a thousand times? 
SFX: FOOTSTEPS ON PAVEMENT. DISTANT CHURCH BELL, WATER FLOWING UNDER BRIDGE, PASSING TRAFFIC.
           And there it stands. (DEEP BREATH) The house where I once belonged. (PAUSE) Well, here goes.















SCENE 4
SFX: FOOTSTEPS UP THE PATH, FUMBLED KEYS, SOUND OF THE DOOR BEING OPENED THEN CLOSED. FADE EXTERNAL SOUNDS OF TRAFFIC AND RAIN.
INT. FOOTSTEPS ON CARPET, LIGHT SWITCH FLICKED ON.
1. ELIZABETH: (V.O.) Bloody hell, it’s so musty in here.  
SFX: PICKING UP AND PUTTING DOWN ORNAMENTS, ETC 
Tired and musty. My God, it’s even got the same carpet, faded patterns of dog pee and blackcurrant squash, and paint, bloody hell, that paint splot. I got a proper telling off for that. I must’ve been nine (SHORT LAUGH), and it’s still there, twenty-three years later.
SFX: FOOTSTEPS INTO KITCHEN, LINO FLOOR. LIGHT SWITCH FLICKED ON, FLUORESCENT LIGHT BUZZING.
The memory of her is clear as day, sitting there at the kitchen table. Mum. Her head in her hands, sobbing. (DEEP BREATH) She doesn’t see me. 
SFX: KITCHEN DOOR SLOWLY CLOSES. SLOW FOOTSTEPS UP THE STAIRS
          One… two… three... four. I’d always sit on this fifth step to spy on Mum and Dad when they were talking about me. I wasn’t a bad kid, not really. I don’t know, I just remember getting shouted at (SIGH) a lot. (SITTING HEAVILY) I sat here when I was listening to the grown-ups decide my fate.
MEMORY
2. Social worker: (DISTANT) You’re doing the right thing.
3. Mother: (DISTANT) It’s just so hard to… (TEARFUL BREATHS) I mean, she’s my daughter, but I just can’t deal with her right now. (SOBS)

1. Social worker: (DISTANT) I understand. I know how it’s been a tough decision, but look, this will give you the time you need to just (DEEP BREATH) just let things settle a bit. So, I’m going to need your signature here (RUFFLED PAPERS) and here.
2. Elizabeth: (V.O. CLOSE) I didn’t do it, you know. 
PRESENT.
SFX: SOFT FLOORBOARD CREAK. DOOR OPENING. FOOTSTEPS ON CARPET.
3. Elizabeth: (V.O.) My room (DEEP BREATH). It’s been quite a while since I was last in here. It smells different (SNIFFS), more like washing powder than gone-off milk and socks. 
SFX: BED CREAKING UNDER WEIGHT
          God, I remember lying on this bed and staring out this window, Mary on hers opposite. I used to get told off for keeping her awake at night with my stories about aliens and moon monsters, told I should set a better example, being a whole two years older. (BEAT) The tree hasn’t been taken down. Funny, I thought it would’ve.
FLASHBACK. 
INT. TREE HOUSE
SFX: DISTANT BIRDS, WIND THROUGH THE BRANCHES, DOG BARKING
     4. Young Elizabeth: (DISTANT)What are you doing?
5. Young Mary: (DISTANT - GIGGLES) 
SFX: SOUND OF MATCH BEING STRUCK
											     6. Young Elizabeth: (DISTANT - FEARFUL) Mary, stop it!

SFX: FLAMES SPREADING, CRACKLING OF WOOD. PANICKED SHOUTS AND COUGHING.
1. Young Elizabeth: (DISTANT - URGENCY) Mary, come over this way. 
2. Young Mary: (DISTANT - COUGHING) I can’t, I can’t get past.
FIRE CRACKLING ON WOOD. CREAKING STEPS ON THE LADDER, DAD SHOUTING.
3. Father: (DISTANT- URGENCY) I’ve got you.
4. Elizabeth: (V.O. CLOSE) I’d never been so relieved to hear my dad shouting. I’d managed to get myself down the ladder (WEIGHTED EMOTION), Dad got Mary out. She was pretty badly burned.
SFX: MEMORY – DISTANT CRACKING OF A BRANCH, A HEAVY THUD ON THE GROUND.
STEADY HIGH RINGING SOUND – LIKE TINNITUS!
FADE TO SILENCE.











SCENE 8.
FUNERAL RECEPTION: LOCAL INN.
SFX: BACKGROUND CHATTER, MUFFLED MUSIC, PLATES AND GLASSES CLINKING.
1. Funeral Guest 1: (DISTANT) She’ll be with Brian now.
2. Funeral Guest 2: (DISTANT) She’s at rest now, and God knows she deserves it.
3. Funeral Guest 3: (DISTANT) Such a strong woman.
4. Mary: (SOFTLY) Can I sit down?
5. Elizabeth: (FLATLY) Sure. I’m heading off once I’ve finished this one. (TAKES A DRINK)
6. Mary: (SOFTLY) It’s been good to see you. (PAUSE) I mean, it’s been so long. (NERVOUS LAUGH)
7. Elizabeth: Yeah, but you know damn well I didn’t exactly have much of a choice.
8. Mary: (SOFTLY) I know. (PAUSE) There’s… there’s so much I want to say, need to say.
9. Elizabeth: (COLD LAUGH) What? Sorry?
10. Mary: (SOFTLY) Yes, I’m sorry. (SNIFFLE) And, well, thank you.
11. Elizabeth: Thank you? (BITTER LAUGH) Thankyou?
12. Mary: (SOFTLY) For taking the blame.
13. Elizabeth: (VOICE RISING) You think I took the blame? For the fire? For killing my own Dad? For Mum abandoning me because she couldn’t bear the sight of me? Oh, I never took the blame, Mary, (TAKES A LONG DRINK) they just didn’t believe me. They never bloody believed me. 
SFX: GLASS SLAMS HEAVILY ON THE TABLE. CHAIR SCRAPES BACK ON THE FLOOR. FOOTSTEPS WALKING AWAY.  

SONG TO FADE OUT: RADIOHEAD'S ‘CREEP’
WHATEVER MAKES YOU HAPPY
WHATEVER YOU WANT
YOU’RE SO F*****G SPECIAL
I WISH I WAS SPECIAL
BUT I’M A CREEP
I’M A WEIRDO
WHAT THE HELL AM I DOING HERE
I DON’T BELONG HERE
I DON’T BELONG HERE


CLOSE.












Cutting The Tape.
Premise.
When the system fails the women she’s meant to protect, social worker Amy takes it upon herself to deliver justice, one abuser at a time.
_____._____
Genre/format: Dark realism social drama: mixing suspense, moral tension and dark humour. Four 60-minute episodes (series one). Aired after 21:00, Sunday or mid-week entertainment.
[bookmark: _Hlk216088332]_____._____
Outline Pitch.
Set in the coastal town of Folkestone, Kent, social worker Amy Jones (31) is frustrated by the constant red tape and bureaucracy that hinders her ability to provide justice to the women and children she supports. One afternoon, following a volatile visit to the home of one of her cases, Jenny (24), Amy is attacked from behind and left bleeding on the quiet cobbled street. Amy strongly suspects that Neil (29), the violent partner of Jenny, is responsible for the attack. But with no evidence to support her claim or link Neil to the attack, the local police dismissed the case, and her supervisor, Brian (47), tells her to ‘drop it and move on.’ Amy, feeling frustrated with the justice system yet again, vents to her friends, Babs (40), Jo (31), and Mandy (48), at their Friday night meetup in the local pub. The tone shifts as they deliberate about taking matters into their own hands and fighting back against the system and the abuse they have all encountered in one form or another. 
	The fantasy turns to reality when they leave the bar, and Amy sees Neil smirking at her from across the street. Fuelled by alcohol, rage, and adrenaline, they follow him. What began as a show of feminine strength ends in Neil’s death, a stiletto heel embedded in his temple. Panic sets in. They leave the body in the alley, staging it to look like Neil had been in a random fight. 
	With Neil’s case closed, there are no suspects and no evidence at the scene, the women appear to be in the clear and can continue their everyday lives. But the consequences of that night are just beginning. 
	Across four 60-minute episodes, we will follow how one night of pent-up anger reshapes the lives of four women. The drama is grounded in real-life social issues, focusing on the complex female characters as they navigate justice, loyalty, fear, and the line between what is morally right and what is legally wrong. 
	Seeing Jenny and her son, Billy, are finally safe now that Neil is gone, Amy feels a renewed sense of purpose. However, with this, she begins to question her role as a social worker. Can justice ever be achieved within the system, or only outside of it?
	Babs, a 40-year-old housewife, has spent twenty years in a traditionally male-dominated marriage. Trapped in a routine of domestic duty and control, she craves excitement and independence. The events of that night awaken an inner strength she didn’t know she possessed, giving her the courage to challenge her husband’s authority and finally break free. 
	Jo, Amy’s long-term school friend, is a timid people pleaser who has a pattern of finding herself in abusive relationships. She struggles to come to terms with her guilt over Neil’s death, convinced that she sees him watching her everywhere she goes. Her mental health deteriorates, and she turns to alcohol. Will her conscience expose the truth? 
	Mandy, being the most outspoken and dominant member of the group, holds the women together. Stirred by what they have done, she encourages them to continue what they’ve started, to tackle the abusive men in the town. 
_____._____


Character profile.
Amy Jones – 31 years old – Taurean.
5’3”, slim, boho fashion style, shoulder-length untameable natural red hair, green eyes, glasses. She has a scar on her chin from falling off her bike when she was 5. 
Occupation: Domestic Violence Social Worker.
Background: Amy has had an average, comfortable, middle-class upbringing. She is the only child of Derek Jones, 60, a police sergeant, and Maureen Jones, 55, a GP receptionist.
Social life: Amy enjoys meeting up with her long-time friends, Babs, Jo and Mandy at the local pub every Friday night, for several pints of artisan cider. She lives alone in a small terrace house in Folkestone with her four-year-old pet corn snake, Evie, having come out of a seven-year relationship with Nigel Davies (who she met at university) two years ago, having discovered he had been having an affair with the postman, Bill – she remains close friends with Nigel. Amy is an active member of the feminist movement, Welsh Women’s Aid (WWA), and enjoys knitting to secretly yarn bomb the local area. She has a love of nature, wildlife and foraging. Amy dislikes being late, but always seems to be running late, along with cruelty to animals, women and children, mornings, soap operas, cyclists, Post-it notes stuck to her computer, her supervisor, injustice, and consumerism. Amy is dairy and gluten intolerant, suffers from IBS, and is a pescatarian.








BEAT SHEET – “CUTTING THE TAPE.”
SCENES 1-8 of FIRST EPISODE
	SCENE
	
	LOCATION

	1
	Amy leaves her house, looking stressed and fumbling with her keys and bag. Establishing her chaotic life and excessive workload. 
	EXT. STREET – AMY’S HOME


	2
	Amy rushes through the town centre, dodging traffic and morning commuters. Aware of being late again.
	EXT. FOLKESTONE TOWN CENTRE

	3
	Amy continues her hurried walk to the office beside the sea. An altercation with a cyclist leaves her flustered.
	EXT. FOLKESTONE SEA FRONT

	4
	Amy arrives late to work. Her supervisor approaches her with his usual condescending, passive-aggressive demeanour. She telephones the priority case that has come through.
	INT. OFFICE

	5
	Jenny is looking out her downstairs window, anxiously waiting for Amy to arrive. Jenny has the visible signs of physical violence. 
	EXT. HOUSING ESTATE – JENNY’S HOME

	6
	There are signs of a domestic disturbance, including broken items and stains on the wall. Jenny’s child, Billy, is watching TV. he doesn’t acknowledge Amy. Jenny is tearful as she recounts the previous night to Amy. Amy remains calm. Neil arrives and threatens Amy and Jenny. He storms out, Amy calls the police and waits with Jenny.
	INT. JENNY’S HOME

	7
	Amy walks down the cobbled side street. She is on the phone updating her supervisor, Brian, when she is attacked from behind.
	EXT. FOLKESTONE COBBLED STREET

	8
	Amy lies unconscious on the ground. Paperwork lies around her. We hear footsteps running away and Brian’s voice coming through the cracked phone.
	EXT. FOLKESTONE COBBLED STREET






























“Cutting the Tape.”

By

Judith Walton














EXT. FOLKESTONE, MORNING. STREET OF TERRACED HOUSES.
[bookmark: _Hlk215561139]We see the front door of a house in a row of terraces open. AMY steps outside and onto the pavement. Her large bag, heavy with paperwork and files, slips off her shoulder as she fumbles with her keys and phone. She locks her front door and CHECKS HER PHONE: 08:55. She lets out a groan, puts the phone and keys in her pocket, and checks the door is secure before switching her bag to the right shoulder and gripping onto it tightly as she walks briskly down the street, muttering under her breath. 
EXT. FOLKESTONE, TOWN CENTRE.
AMY walks through the town centre, dodging traffic as she runs to cross the road.
EXT. FOLKESTONE, SEA FRONT
AMY hurriedly walks along the seafront. We hear the sound of seagulls and see the waves rolling in from the sea against the shingle beach. A cyclist irritably rings his bell from behind her. Startled, AMY quickly steps back from the cycle path. The cyclist shouts obscenities as he speeds past. AMY, flustered, shifts her bag on her shoulder, brushes her hair from her eyes and takes her phone from her coat pocket. SHE CHECKS HER PHONE AGAIN: 09:25. AMY frowns and quickens her pace.
INT. OFFICE WORKPLACE.
AMY enters the busy office environment, looking agitated. She smiles apologetically at the office staff, who briefly look up from their computer screens as she passes their desks. Phones can be heard ringing as AMY reaches her own workspace. She puts her bag on her desk and glances at the several Post-it notes that have been stuck to her computer screen. AMY tuts and rolls her eyes as she starts to peel them off. We see BRIAN walk directly towards AMY and lean heavily against her desk.
BRIAN
(THEATRICALLY TAPPING HIS WRISTWATCH) Lost track of time again, eh?
AMY
 Not today, Brian (WEARILY). It’s been a rough morning.

BRIAN
(BELITTLINGLY) Aww, you poor love. (THEN BLUNTLY) I had a call, one of yours… (REGARDS THE PEELED POST-IT NOTES WITH A FROWN). Better get on it, asap, yeah?  Sounds priority.
AMY
(IRRITATED) Yeah, yeah... okay.
BRIAN
Oh, and Amy (LEANS IN, HIS FACE CLOSE TO HERS) just to recap (BRISTLING) I’m your supervisor, not your bloody personal assistant. 
AMY rolls her eyes as BRIAN walks away. She shakes her head, takes off her coat and hangs it over the back of her chair. AMY looks through the Post-it notes, picks up the phone, and dials the number written on the note.

EXT. FOLKESTONE COUNCIL HOUSING ESTATE.
We see JENNY anxiously looking out of the downstairs window of her house. She has a black eye and a cut lip. As she sees Amy approaching, she moves from view. Her front door opens. 
JENNY
(DISTRESSED) Amy, oh my God. 
AMY
Jenny. (LOOK OF CONCERN) Sorry, I’m a bit late. It’s been one of those mornings.
JENNY steps aside as AMY enters her house.

INT. JENNY’S HOME.
AMY follows JENNY into a messy sitting room. A coffee stain streaks up the wall, a broken cup and a smashed picture frame lie on the floor. BILLY (4 - JENNY’S SON) is sitting on the floor watching cartoons on the TV, a bowl of cereal on the floor beside him. NEIL’S (JENNY’S ABUSIVE PARTNER) jacket is lying on the back of the sofa. JENNY nervously pulls her sweater sleeves over her hands.
AMY
(NOTICING NEIL’S JACKET) Is Neil still here?
JENNY
No, just me and the kid.
AMY
Okay. So, what’s happened?
JENNY sits on the edge of the sofa and starts to cry. AMY moves a toy car, a dirty plate, and children’s clothing from the armchair opposite and sits down, putting her bag on the floor beside her.
JENNY
He’d been out drinking (WIPES HER EYE WITH HER SLEEVE) with that knobhead shit-stirrer Lee. Then he gets home and starts ranting about me flirting and stuff (VOICE RISES), with PAUL — seriously? Ugliest fucker going and stinks like a Victorian shit house. But he wouldn’t listen and then started having a go at me for taking his money — the kid, you know, I only took a fiver off the counter, just to get some bread and stuff.
AMY
Have you called the police?
JENNY
Yeah, right, what are they gonna do? (WIPES HER EYES) The bastard pinned me up against the wall, grabbed my wrists, smashed shit n stuff. (ROLLS UP SLEEVES AND PULLS DOWN COLLAR OF HER SWEATER TO SHOW FURTHER BRUISING) Starts laying into me big time. (BEAT) You know how embarrassing it is walking round with a fucking black eye? Like, everyone looks at you like shit, you know?

AMY
So, (LOOKING AT THE CHILD) Billy was home? Did he see any of this happening?
JENNY
Kid was asleep, thank God, sleeps through anything that one (BEAT). He said I’m not fit to be a mum; that the kid would be better off without me.
JENNY starts to sniffle. 
AMY
So, where’s Neil now?
JENNY
No idea, stormed out. 
AMY
Okay, so there’s a few things we can do. Obviously, yours and Billy’s safety is my priority. I’m going to file a safeguarding report; he’s physically injured you again, while Billy was home. (BEAT) I know I’ve spoken about it before; I’ve got some information here regarding a referral to the refuge. It might be worth considering in the short term.
AMY leans down to pull a file from her bag. JENNY sobs quietly on the sofa, holding her head in her hands. The front door is heard opening and then slamming shut. NEIL walks into the room, leaning against the door frame. JENNY wipes her eyes and sits upright.
NEIL
Fuck’s she doing here? 
NEIL glares at JENNY, then AMY.
NEIL
Interfering cow.
AMY stands.

AMY
Neil. I’m here on a safeguarding concern; it was reported there was a disturbance here last night.
NEIL 
(LAUGHING SACRCASTICALLY) You serious, you fuckin’ reported me? (GLARES AT JENNY, TURNS AGGRESSIVELY TOWARD AMY) Why don’t you just fuck off and stay out our business. 
AMY
This is my business, Neil. Making sure Jenny and Billy are safe.
NEIL
Are you for real? 
NEIL steps closer towards AMY, his fists are clenched. AMY stands firm. JENNY gets up from the sofa and puts her hand on NEIL'S arm as if to placate him. NEIL turns and pushes her away. JENNY falls back. BILLY starts crying on the floor.
JENNY 
(SHOUTING) Neil! Pack it in!

	AMY (SHOUTING)
Neil, you need to calm down. I said calm down! Come any closer, I’m calling the police. (GETS PHONE FROM POCKET) Back off, Neil! I’m warning you, I’m calling the police. (PRESSES 999 ON KEYPAD)
BILLY CRYING.
	NEIL (SHOUTING)
You stupid cow! Come in here, stirring shit. Calm down? Don’t tell me to calm down. I’ll show you fuckin’ calm down. (RAISES FIST) Go on then, do it, go on then.




NEIL
You know what, you’re not worth the hassle. (GLARES AT JENNY)
NEIL picks up a packet of cigarettes from the table and storms out of the room. Sound of the front door being slammed. JENNY sits on the sofa rocking with BILLY in her arms.
JENNY
He took my fags, the bastard took my fuckin’ fags.
AMY (INTO PHONE)
Yes, I’ll stay here until you arrive. How long? (HEAVY SIGH) Yeah, yeah, okay. (PUTS PHONE BACK INTO HER POCKET.) Okay, they’ll be here within the hour, busy morning apparently. (SIGH) I’ll make us a cup of tea.
EXT. FOLKESTONE OLD TOWN. COBBLED SIDE STREET
2 HOURS LATER.
AMY (ON PHONE)
 I’m on my way back to the office now (BEAT), yeah, the police are still with her. Any update from the refuge yet?
We see AMY being struck on her head from behind. She falls heavily onto the cobbled street, her head landing against the edge of the steps. Her bag spills out onto the ground, and paperwork scatters around her.  We hear BRIAN'S voice coming through AMY’S mobile phone, which is lying beside her, the screen cracked. AMY lies unconscious on the stone as blood seeps from the back of her head. We hear heavy footsteps running away from the scene.








Reflective Essay.
This essay reflects on the process of adapting two of my short stories into scripts for radio and television: The Ghost of Me, a fifteen-minute radio drama script, and Cutting the Tape, the opening eight scenes of episode one of a four-part television drama. I examine how working across different media has reshaped my approach to storytelling, particularly in terms of narrative structure, conveyance of characters' emotional journeys, and audience engagement. By adapting prose into audio and visual formats, I was required to reconsider how meaning is communicated when internal thought and descriptive language are no longer available in the same way.
	Before beginning the television adaptation, I developed a premise, a brief pitch outline, and a character profile to clarify the series’ core idea and the emotional direction of the characters. This process helped me define what the story was about, the target audience and how it would sustain interest across multiple episodes. Considering the character profiles allowed me to focus on their motivation, relationships and potential conflict, ensuring that characters' actions in each scene are driven by intention.  By studying the guidance available on the BBC Writers website, I became more aware of how early scenes must quickly establish the main characters and underlying tensions to engage the audience.[footnoteRef:1] This advice highlighted how professional television scripts employ clear structure and pacing, which directly informed the way I constructed my beat sheet. Planning the key actions in each scene helped me to visualise how the story would unfold on screen.  [1:  ‘Welcome to BBC Writers’, n.d. https://www.bbc.co.uk/writers/ [accessed 16 December 2025].] 

	When developing my television script, I returned to a short story I had written for a module during my first year. I had always envisioned this narrative on a larger scale, and adapting it for television provided an opportunity to explore its potential as a longer-form piece. I felt that Cutting the Tape was more suited to television than radio, as the story relies heavily on visual detail, physical behaviour, and relationships that cannot be conveyed by sound alone. Although I considered using narration, drawing on film examples similar to the film adaptation of The Shawshank Redemption, I decided against this approach for television.[footnoteRef:2] While voice-over can be effective in film, providing backstory and guiding the audience through the narrative, I felt that using voice-over narration in this television script would reduce the immediacy that could be created through visual action, facial expressions, setting, and framing alone. To support this approach, I again turned to the BBC Writers website, which emphasises the importance of visual storytelling in television drama.[footnoteRef:3] Ronald Wolfe’s Writing Comedy: A Guide to Scriptwriting for TV, Radio, Film and Stage similarly highlights how different formats demand different techniques, showing that television relies on visual performance and scene building to convey meaning rather than exposition.[footnoteRef:4] Applying these principles, I focused on building scenes where character relationships and tension could be communicated through gesture, silence, and setting, rather than being explained through dialogue. [2:  ‘The-Shawshank-Redemption-1994’, n.d. https://f004.backblazeb2.com/file/screenplays/posts/the-shawshank-redemption-1994/scripts/The%20Shawshank%20Redemption%20-%20Screenplay.pdf [accessed 16 December 2025].]  [3:  ‘Script Library - TV Drama’, n.d. https://www.bbc.co.uk/writers/scripts/tv-drama [accessed 9 December 2025].]  [4:  Ronald Wolfe, Writing Comedy: A Guide to Scriptwriting for TV, Radio, Film and Stage (Robert Hale, 2003).] 

	To adapt The Ghost of Me, I began by reviewing several fifteen-minute radio scripts featured on the BBC Writers website, while also listening to scheduled dramas as they were broadcast on the radio.[footnoteRef:5] This helped me understand how the stories unfold through sound effects and voice. I chose this particular short story for adaptation as its emotional core seemed well-suited to the intimacy of audio drama. Whereas my original prose relies on descriptive language and internal emotion to engage the reader and guide them through Elizabeth’s story, these approaches weren’t effective when applied to sound-based storytelling. This prompted me to consider how emotional depth could be communicated without relying on visual description or direct access to the character's thoughts. I was reassured to hear Producer Nadia Molinari from BBC Radio Drama North echo the solutions I had been working towards. Molinari states: [5:  ‘BBC Radio 4 - 15 Minute Drama’, BBC, n.d. https://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/b006qy2s [accessed 9 December 2025].] 

In radio there’s a lot you can do with single voice and what can be very exciting is if you mix internal voice with dialogue, but in a very fluid way, so it’s not just here's the narrative bit and now I'm going to show you in action what that person has just said, but if you’re actually flowing from one to the other throughout a piece it’s probably the only medium that can use this effectively.[footnoteRef:6] [6:  ‘Scriptwriting Advice from the Team at BBC Radio Drama North’, n.d. https://www.bbc.co.uk/writers/resources/be-inspired/radio-drama-north-radio-advice[accessed 9 December 2025].] 

Using Elizabeth as both narrator and participant in the action allows me to preserve the emotional core of the story while maintaining dramatic movement. Dialogue is particularly important in radio, as the voice is the primary means of conveying character and emotion. Following James Scott Bell’s advice in How to Write Dazzling Dialogue, I aimed to make the dialogue sound natural and realistic, helping the characters become more believable to the listener.[footnoteRef:7] Through these learned approaches, I have come to understand radio drama works best when it suggests meaning through sound and pacing rather than telling directly. This aligns with Shaun MacLoughlin’s Writing for Radio, which emphasises that effective radio conveys narrative and emotion through the combination of voice, sound and timing, allowing the listener to interpret the story for themselves instead of explaining it directly.[footnoteRef:8] [7:  James Scott Bell, How to Write Dazzling Dialogue (Compendium Press, 2014).]  [8:  Shaun MacLoughlin, Writing for Radio (How To Books Ltd, 2001).] 

	In conclusion, adapting my short stories for radio and television has deepened my understanding of how storytelling techniques must be tailored to each medium. Whereas radio relies on authentic speech and sound effects to create a believable world, television requires the visual scenes, settings and action to immerse the audience. Planning tools and professional guidance supported deliberate choices that strengthened both scripts. Working across both formats has shown me that, although the techniques differ, the core goal remains the same: to engage the audience through carefully crafted narrative, character and performance, adapting the material to the strengths of each medium.
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